So oft to quarrel, so often to agree,
so oft to end the pact, so oft remake it,
so oft curse passion, and so often slake it,

so often seek what we so often flee,

so oft in ambush, so oft openly,
so oft embrace the yoke, so often shake it,
so often breathe a vow, so often break it :

all these are signs that love has you and me*

Inconstant love is the true lover's token,
and since we pity what our hate discovers,
swear and forswear, take oaths and perjure these,

hope without hope, find comfort in hearts broken,
we give the final proof that we are lovers
for ever bound in equal war and peace.
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